BLUE-FACED  VENUS
relationship with this dejected journalist who trapesed around
Budapest and wanted to be in Prague
It was blisteringly hot. I sat down at a caf6 terrace facing the
Danube, read the papers, drank my coffee, wiped my streaming
forehead, and was bored. On the other side of the road people
who came and went were stopping to lean over the railings and
look at something in the river. I always go the other way when I
see crowds looking at something, but I was bored. Listlessly I got
up and went across.
The dead woman, tethered to the quayside like a boat, lay face
downward in the water. She wore something green, an under-
garment, and her swollen shoulders strained against the straps;
she had been some time in the water. Black hair streamed about
her head and the Danube as it passed rocked her at the end of the
rope, so that her head lolled to and fro and knocked on the stones
of the sloping quayside wall.
The river, that had taken her life, mocked her by giving
movement to her stiff limbs. Her body, grotesquely sprawling,
seemed to express the feelings with which she had gone into the
water: despair and hopelessness and grief and impotence. A living
woman, come to the end of her hopes and dreams, might have
lain so and beat her head on the stones, oblivious of all around
her. She seemed, in inconsolable sorrow, to be rocking herself
to and fro, her head upon her outstretched arms.
Somebody had found her and made her fast to the quayside
until the police and the mortuary car should come. Now she
lay, a scrap of green in the sandy yellow Danube, that swept
by in a broad and stately curve. A flaming sun hung over the
city, burnishing the turrets of the Parliament building as they
stabbed the cloudless sky. The great royal palace, with St.
Stephen's Crown atop of it and the inexplicably crooked cross
atop of the crown, lay heavy in the heat on the heights of Buda,
sleepy behind the lowered blinds of its unpeopled rooifts.
The pleasure boats plied to and fro. The motor cars of the
foreign tourists stood parked before the great hotel, each with a
different number-plate — GB for England, F for France, D for
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